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' I think not,' Bird had said. * I have just spoken
to her/

One for Bird!

At that same moment Elizabeth appeared on the
staircase, her hat on, ready to go out.

* You are Mr. Michael Furze? ' Bird had said.
' I am/

* Then I think you ought to know that Miss
Furze and I are engaged to be married/

Well, there was a thing! But before Michael
could reply, Elizabeth herself, coming down to him,
had cried:

'No, no!   It isn't true!'

* Of course it's true,' Bird had answered firmly.
Then he had taken Elizabeth's arm.    * Good-day,
Mr. Furze,' he had said, and walked Elizabeth out
of the house.

Yes, there was a thing! Michael sat in his room
considering it. Amazing! That someone should
want to marry Elizabeth 1 Amazing that Elizabeth
should deny it! She should be thankful enough to
find somebody at her age and with her looks! He
sat and considered it, breathing hard, his hands on
his fat knees. What did this mean? It meant for
one thing that Bird would take her away. But would
he? Would he not rather be coming to the house
when he pleased, be looking into everything, ask-
ing questions, telling others what he found there?
That must be stopped. I'll stop him. I'll not
have rotten little clergymen spying around, telling
tales. . . .

He found that his forehead was damp with sweat,
that he was trembling. They would be plotting
together, those two. Who knows whether it wasn't